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asserted its sway. It was jealousy that was giving how Edith had refused the Hon. This, the Sir Some- 

The Withered Hand. me this true insight into my feelings. | thing That, and how Colonel Longmore һай come 

: ЖА: I was sitting &mong chaperonis and other wall- | into his wealth. The story was well known, and was 

| flowers, refusing to dance, perfectly miserable and | much talked of. It was an extraordinary affair, 
(7), right of translation, the right of adaptation to half mad with Tage, ай — Жай, тај ея. | certainly. 

the stage, and all other rights, are reserved by the | per Gg e E а — 

Author. ; of her handsome guests, What a fool I must be! tively poor. However, one fine morning he received 

: How absurd for me, Harry Elton, with a paltry £200 a letter from his banker stating that £100,000 had 


—— 


— ꝓ — 
а year, to allow myself to fall in love with a girl of been placed to his credit. His correspondent further 
CHAPTER Г | Edith's acknowledged wealth. She was looking ro added that he was not at liberty to disclose the name 
THE BALL AT COLONEL ІОМӨМОВЕ 8. beautiful and graceful, and was, without doubt, the of the giver of this immense sum. Edith also got a 
centre of admiration in the ball- room; everyone letter by the same post saying that an emerald of 


Ев! t) , i w; 1 was in 

Ove, imo ева — prd ка À For | admitted that she was the belle of the room. I | great value had been presented to her by the ваше 

* a 2 А be to feel that my friend- | knew bnt too well that there were lots of young | gentleman. Of course, there were several conjectures 
pe x лар swells eager to obtain her hand—and money, I added, | as tothe name of the mysterious benefactor. It was 


di a 
ЫР for Edith was growing into something m° | generally understood that the old Colonel made a 


in my ungenerous jealousy. 


lan me iend! 7 othi th tim self a М 2 
ad Rar eee A po: маро? aor it | I could hear that old gossip Mrs. Chatterton talk- | pretty good guess as to who his friend was; but his 
1 was i aes strong and — had at last | ing the matter over with her garrulous neighbour— ' curt answer to all inquiries was, 
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“Tf I did know I wouldn't teil, for it was the 
express wish of my benefactor that his name should 
not be known." 

Edith was wearing the emerald to-night; it flashed 
саб its bright, green rays as it luy on her fair 
young neck, the richest of jewels on the fuirest of 
women, Š 

I cursed the stone and its giver as I thought what 
might have been had the Colonel never come in to 
this wealth. 

“There might have been some chance for me, 
then,’’ I muttered, half aloud. 

“Wel! Mr. Elton, you will lose your chance of 
a dance with me, at any rate, if you don't fiud a vis- 
à-vis « tonce.“ 

It was Zdith's sweet voice. In шу reverie I had 
forgotten my long-expected dance—the ovly one I 
had been able to secure, for Edith's card was always 
filled immediately on her entry in a ball-room. 

“What has been the matter with you, Mr. 
Elton? she continued, when we had taken our 
places іп the quadrille; “you seem as if you were 
not enjoying our ball, and pupa has been памет 
himself it has been going off so well. 

Aud Colonel Longmore has good reason to do 
во,” I answered, ** for indeed it has been the grandest 
affair of the season, Yet I candidly confe s, Miss 
Longmore, that 1 have vot enjoyed it; in tact, I have 
been perfectly miserablo,” 

"Ава what has made Мг. Elton so triste this 
evening?" She smiled archly as she put the ques- 
tion, aud I could see that the little puss had made a 
pretty good guess at the state of affairs. 

She looked so pretty, with her roguish eyes laugh- 
ng at me, that 1 felt I was on the verge of в con- 
fession, when the sparkle of the emeraid atiracted 
my attention aud reminded me of her wealth. 

“ Don’ tchait, Miss Longinore,” I said. “Tochange 
the subject, would you mind telling me the value of 


Т аса prize it for ite intria 
value; а the gift of шу father's unknown 


we 


1 turned and pretended to look at the stone, though 


І must confess that 1 was admiring the haud more | but, 


шу illness I took passage for San Sorrado, 


CHAPTER IL 
SAN SORRADO. 
The country around is one bright blaze of luxuriant 
| veeetution—palws, with their drooping foliage, in 
thick clumps fringe tlie distant hills, while the 
plains are studded with scurlet-flowing brushwood, 
| and brilliant-hued flowers шаке the air redolent with 
their perfume, Birds with variegated plumage flit 
| from shrüb to shrub, their gorgeous feathers glitter- 
| ing in the sunshine. What a change from my old 
| English scenery ! 

Twelve months have passed since I settled in my 

| new home—a home built by my own hands; one 
| conld hardly call а howse—perhapg it might be 
classed in the category of hutsand hovels. Poorand 
bare as it was, ii was richly ornamented by nature, 
purple-fioweriug creepers had already half-covered 
my humble roof, and humming-birds sported amid 
the sweet- scented flower - clusters. It was a 
home that I sbove all would have appreciated 
if my soul had not been overladen with sorrow. 
I was thinking of all that had happened 
since I was at Colonel Longmore's ball, a year 
ago. I had learnt from Edith that loved 
me, and knew, had the girl her own will, would 
have accepted me, poor аз І was; but her father 
even were I selfish enough to wish it—would never 
have allowed his daughter to marry a man of my 
means; for, when Fortune had poured upon him her 
riches, avarice had come and grown up in his heart. 
How much nearer was I te wealth since i had left 
England? Months had passed: imdustry and 
patience had somewhat increased my few hundred 
pounds, and if all went well, I might, at the present 
rate, have made sufficient in ten years to return 
home with а large fortune. Теп years! And could 
I expect Edith to wait all that time? Му common- 
sense replied that it could not be—that it would be 
cruel and selfish to desire it. : ; 


Hark! А сту of pain putan end to my reverie. I| 


sound camê, I had not long to wait. A piercing 

im came from а dense grove а few hundred yards 
to шу r In а few minutes I had reached the 
spot. "The cries of distress came fainter and fainter, 


| proving that I must be quick or I should be too late 


io be of any service. I rushed through the thick 
underwood, and found the cause of the disturbance. 


A of copper lexion, 1 with a | © 
Er 
her fists: her hands were bleeding, for the | - 


man, in his attempt to deprive her of the ornaient, 


ы” 3 =. » чч penne ope А 


r apari, — y through ood that 


d rep m " ] said; 
“for а man who is — r: — ane attack а 
woman will never dare to face his equal 
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in strength. Who is the fellow?” I added, and 
—€— want em а " beads 
3 name is Jagar; he wanta my green ж 
the necklace тау mother gave me when she died, tell 
ing me never to part with it, for it is a charm. the 

“А charm!" 1 exclaimed. But what does ho ` 
man want with a few woriniess beads? Surely. 
would not threaten your life for such 9 
object 2 “ 

“Тһеу are not worthless, Sir," she replied. 4 
have been offered gold —goid io plenty—it I W 80 
sell them. Look how they glitter in the light! 
saying, she handed to me the ornament. 

On examination I perceived that I had чи. 
underrated them. They were really of much 4 
for they were uncut emeralds of large size, though 
good deal — by having ben me s to i 

e string through. Still, many an li 
would have been proud to eiie и. “Something 1 
the tint of the green rays recalled to mind the 70 
had seen Edith wear at the ball, and my c 
greatly Ре" to inquire further aboat the 


Бо I sai [ you 
* You вау your mother gave you this. Can | 
tell me where she got it from? с аќ 
From the cave," she answered; and as she 85. 
the answer, a shadow passed over her face, as / 
very mention of the place recalled some 
wt The cave! What eave?” Línqnired. 2 
е cave | t cave? Ili я 
* Oh ! don'task ше. Oh! ely in Т dare ne, 
I really dare not say. 3 


vou work, work, till death in its shall қ 
you from the wretched toil they w. доков 398 jj 


the white strangers of the cave, for they ME 


There was a common report in the place A 
natives knew of the existence of several % pa — 


ТА) 


B 


YO 


ipu 


annot 4 you, for I have nothing to give; but I | bourhood about this same forest. It had been told to | know the form of that skeleton hand. I must have 
— — и other's memory to do anything me by several people, but sounded soextraordinary as | seen before those long crooked fingers. Yes! I re- 
cognised the apparition of the ball—the spectre hand 


have sworn by my m 
that is i to return your kindness. The | to appear incredible. They said that some years ago t ы 
tisin my power atl iy be of service. If a deformed man (a 9 it appeared Бу the de- | that I had seen reflected in the mirror. It waste 


ti wh > 
— Bh perde now, speak; I will obey.” | scriptiou) used to crawl forth from the forest and | withered hand! 
Beska held out her hand and took mine with а | hurry on with ungainly gait to the town of San ж ж ж ж ж 
grateful pressure. The necklace was still on her | Sorrado. Неге he used to seek out the lowest | It was some minutes before I contd pluck up suf- 
neck; it reminded me that she could do me a gambling haunts, and, as report went, used generally | ficient courage to approach the figure. Beska, seeing 
favour—she mig':t show me the entrance to the cave, | to leave the gambling-tahle with his pockets fulicr | that I dared advance, recovered то в сегініп extent 
where, possibly, there might be more stones of value. | than when he меш, haviug, as a rule, the | her equauimity, Аз I slowly lessened the distance, 
So I said ' devil's own luck at cards. He never seemed | and the light revealed more clearly the object of our 
<“ Вевіка you havepromised to do measervice, and | to be without coin, for оп the rare occasions | attention, I couid вез that it was the corpse of а man— 
it is in your power to oblige me. Will you show me | on which he was the loser he never was at a loss | а European by dress, The dryness of the atmosphere 
where the cave is from which your mother got the to put down йем stakes, which were at times very | had preserved the bod from entire decay—the flesh 
green stones ? | | large. It was always eveuing when he came, and | and skin had remained on the skeleton. In the right 
Had my words been daggers, and hai I pierced | invariably before the dawn of day he had disappeared | hand there was а sealed letter. Ав I drew it forth 
her flesh with each, her face could not ћете expressed | from his gambling comrades. Nobody had ever | from the bony fingers the hand crumpled under my 
greater agony. А deadly tremor p through her | been able to trace bis steps, nnd no one had ever been | touch like parched paper, and it was with в feeling 
Linde b те drooped able to find his dwelling-place. Fora long time past | of relief that I put the letter into my pocket to 

I was "dee lv sorry that I had broached a subject he had desisted from his nocturnal excursions to the | peruse under more favourable circumstances. 
that dent Ж к- her to such a fearful extent, | town, and it was generally supposed that he must Turning away from the horrible sight, I proceeded 

and: did all 1 could to assure w little I сал have left the © Mie perished in his secret hiding- | to examine the cave. 
about gratifyihg my curiosity. every argu- ce. I pli credence at the time to this Strewn over the floor there were several emeralds 
І мы pes ba her that it was а шеге whim on m паг account. — —— in their natural state—uncut and unpolished, I 
tance wh to as Beska forgotten her appointment? Will | could see by rusty  Piokaxes and crowbars how the 
А er 


part, and that I attached no importance whatever O | по, after all, comer ; wretched m his time. There were 
| discovering the entrance to the cave. . ying; sh cing myself these questions as I waited | deep excavations in the walls of the cavern. He must 
But she took no heed of what I was saying; ves three we have laboured incessantly for years in his search for 


) seemed to be seized with a sort of trance; het еге | 
1 were fixed on vacancy, and her lips moved W а, |a 
| auy sound, At last she sank on her knees, ane, | ~ 
| addressing the heavens above, cried out, dI 
| “O spirit of my mother! I have promised am 
will keep my word; I will show the White Stranger 
the cave, and will work—work even till death releases 
| me from the toil." ~ 
Then, turning to me, she said, “ White р i 
- 15301 take you to the cave; when will you come! 1 
“ Beska,” I exclaimed, “1 do not want to see Tt. 
will not go, for I, too, fear the spirit." 1 said < 
thinking that she might give up the matter on x M 
idea that I, too, shared her superstitious fears. Bu 
she was not to be deceived. Perhaps my countenance 


16 the precious stones to have hewn away such immense 
B the | masses of rock, Poor fellow! he seemed to have 
been somewhat of а miser, for there were several 
bags full of silver coins piled up in а heap. | ^ 

Т апа ВезКа loaded ourselves with the money, and, 
gathering up as many emeralds as we could find, we 
left the miner alone in his solitude, and started on 
our return journey. 

Beska, carefully re-covering the entrance with 
bushes, led me back in the same manner as 
before, for it was still dark. She spoke little оп the 
way; and when we reached our rendezvous at the 
palm-tree she bade me adieu, refusing to take with 
her any of the money. And thus we parted, I never 
saw her again, but years afterwards I heard of her 
from a friend of mine in San Sorrado. She had 


® р К. gti me ed saying 
she placed iu my hand the end of a co which she 
tached 


cat to pierce thé gloom of night. 


belied my words, 
| No, the White Stranger fears t. And married а European settler, and was, by all accounts, 
| What I promised I willfulfül Т well ой, She may have revisited the cave. 


| for he sits there always withou' 
| breathing; he never stirs hand or foc 
there thinking, thinking, thinkin 
See him again—see him again, sl 


COPY OF THE LETTER TAKEN FROM THE WITHERED 
HAND. 


4 Friend,—I feel that I have but a short time to 


Ow murmur. у 

2 “ Боце girl! I won't go, Ireally won | a | i l live. Death's cold hand is already laid upon ше; 
IL . ( S fi an osed wh ард uero SE for three days I have been unable to move from the 
the er eyes flashed with rage ; anc Ret Ap was with a start 5 that lace І ат now sitting in. Paralysis has seized my 
ا‎ E ый l pai i i MERT 2 * el^ LENT raei wish to write а few lines to 

> 80 еш ; B = T i i 
“With me or not,” she added, in a € re is only just room for a man to crawl e 

nger might prote | код, . 1 I | something of m t history. 

rose by my mother’s spirit that ak, but follow ше,” Beska said, in a | 1 am the SA oe of Walter Longmore. I and 
$ Sir, will not come with. e ich. * - el my elder brother, George, who is now, I believe, а 
h could see that Beska was о have entirely changed in | ' | Colonel in the British Army, were his only children 
€ visit, and, while inte ге! 7 | ence ouf former rview. Now, there was по | One day I and George were ged in а boyish 
= mentioned the subject, I У | quiver in her limbs, 1 ar manner; | quarrel, when, heated by our dispute, George threw 
sence might somewhat alla; 425 з leaden hue of duni палық про ine violently to oe ан I fell heavily against 


experience on a visit to In. * which she 0 ° } - 
fully believed that by accompanying her I might | И, а believed that sh te o er | | rose from my bed of sickness, I found that I 
Persuade her of the absurdity of her superstitious 3 AME Ей ЖЕР ` defor for life з hunch 
| “Yes, Beska,” I said, “I will go with vous Mt z 
uk we shall not find the spirit at home when W° |. 


Pay him a visit this time.. 3 tones tingled іп my ears Йке 
44 | mocking. 


УБ | Mou will ” sh 3 ín 1 1 N " 
€ vill see, e replied, в 109 | g could no longer stand the galling com- 
When wilyougo?" .. „ iseration, and left England to seek a where 
| -morrow morning, Beska,” I said, | I could hide my wretched deformity from the eyes of 
| Е Wile get over the business as early as my fellow- creatures. 

, | «ill that suit yon?” _ о scone | “In my wanderings in these lone forests I dis- 
Bunk to! it must be at night, when the | well—the t covered the entrance to this cave. 1 thought it 
the ] N. her rest, when the dai led T^ subtet 4 vault, we sudc enly | would make а suitable hidin g-place, and determined 

| and, when the grey squirrel has cur en 5 NS | to make it my ађоде and share its shelter with the 

nest, when the bright birds have i was to ery ont with joyful amaze- | bats, It was while domiciled here that I perceived 
ight that first met my gaze was | that the cave had been used by human beings before, 


for there were deep excavations in its sides. Irightly 
conjectured that they were not made for mere amuse- 
ment, and so I commenced to hew the rock myself, 
I soon found what the former owners had been dig- 
ging for: in the black limestone I found a s 
green stone—it was an emerald. For years I have 
been working, and I have come across several stones 
of great value, Some of these I sold to dealersin San 
Sorrado, and with the proceeds I tried my luck at the 
gambling-table. This excitement was the great boon 
of my life. Every night I hurried from the forest to 
the roulette-table, as so often happens. I who did 
not want wealth, had extraordinary luck, and I won 
large sums of money. I have sent, years ago, 
£100,000 to my brother George, as a token of my 
forgiveness and good feeling towards him. 

“ You, friend, who shall have found my mortal 
remains, do me опе favour, and take as your reward 
all the valuables that I die possessed of. The favour 
І ask is but а simple one. Send a сору of this letter 
фо тау brother, Colonel Longmore, of Kent House, 
Northumberland. 3 

* Leave me here unburied. I would like to rest 
where I have laboured. 

“ Yrs ا‎ 
* ARTHUR LONGMORE.”’ 


started ring ligh š 
hey seemed to tremble like jewel-penuants. 
hag a wonderful and magnificent sight, 


and I could have gazed at it for hours. 
i attracted by a hoarse cry from 
ed виа Tasa | what madness had seized 


CHAPTER III. 
1 THE CAVE. гі. 
for Воде tanding under the tall palm-tree, waiting 


"n en nk below the horizon, 
x rs ago, the sun ва 
lign, hero wen то moon to take up his sceptre and 
around ° earth with her pale rays. Darkness ruled 


зоре Scream of the wood-thrush startled from its 
thro,’ the dreamy buzz of the ghost-beetle as it passed 
the = the air, and the continuous chirp-chirp of 

ight grasshopper were the only sounds that 


© the stillness 

! a 
wen quere was the crash of falling timber. I 
Tenge ine Sound well; it is one of frequent occur 

Whe, these virgin forests. H 
Point © Some giant of а tree has flourished its ap- 
Years time decay seizes it; then it rots away аз 
even Pass, till its соге is så paten away that it cannot 
Any x» tain its own wei, t- this may happen at 
it fag CPt, in the dead of night, it may be—then 
и down, bringing with it its weaker 
Ugh € ; and there it Нез, amid a mass of broken 
Sprang’ till it sinks again iato the soil from which it 


` 


t 


m, ЧК, 


of the cavern. и. 
! ka! What is it? 
ook, Se ground out the words from her 


teeth. J 
MI" the torch and. into the darkness. 

А death-like рери инан, bedewed my body, а 
fainting tremor shook my frame, а sick — rg 
seized my heart. For the first time I 3 
my companion's fears ; for the first time I bad e 

mo jen ae of the cave a man was 


E -up li bale of . From his 
squatting, doubled-up like a — his clothes, 


the tattered f 
ан ncross his knees, his eyes were 
sunken and his cheek- bones protruding ; bony 

а bare, stretched out from under his 


dark-stained garments. —— я 
i w all this, but my eye was fixe 

: — — right hand, which clutched in 

i ground, I must 


"А ~ 


rr w ико 
* 
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COPY OF AN ANNOUNCEMENT IN “THE TIMES." 

On the 12th inst., at the parish church of Turnston, 
Northumberland, Henry ELTON, son of Robert 
Elton, Esq., of Barrowdale, to Ерітн, only child of 
Colonel G. E. LoNGMORE, of Kent House, 


utt ; 
t there wasa strange report current in the neigh- 
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THE MAIL-CART ON CHRISTMAS EVE. 


А LITTLE ancient inland town, 

Far from the railway engine's shriek, 
Begirt by many а moor and down 

And hollow dell and mountain peak— 
"T was Christmas Eve: the Storm-King passed, 
And there was vengeance in the blast, 


Beside the old Post Office door 
Stood Ben, the driver of the Mail, 
The midnight clouds hung blackening o'er, 
And flercely howled the wintry gale; 
Huge.snowdrifts buried rock and glen, 
But stout of heart was stalwart Ben. 


“Но! gently, startled steed! said he, 
** Thy instincts safer than my sight 
Through forests roaring like a sea, 
And chasms yawning left and right, 
Mid hurricanes of snow and hail, 
We bear to-night the Christmas Mail.“ 


Through elbowed lanes as grim a5 death, 
By thickets, pools, and gorges wide, 
O'er-arched like a funeral wreath, 
The fiery courser dashed with pride. 


Her head was grasped by four masked men. 


„Hands off, ye villains! shouted Ben. 


Ah, little knew that hideous crew, 
The scythe-sweep of Ben’s brawny arm, 


When from his throne him down they drew, 


Twas nerved by love's resistless charm. 
Back from his blows with curse and yell, 
Three monsters in the deep ditch fell, 


He smote his palms and stamped his feet, 
And blithely whistled, laughed, and sang ; 

While wind and sleet swept down the street, 
And merrily the church bells rang. 

His honest heart, by love kept warm, 

Feared not the fury of the storm. 


Brave index of the British prime, 

With well-knit frame and sinewy hand, 
Like those stern chiefs of olden time, 

Who shrank not from the foeman's brand, 
His plighted vows had long been given 
To one sweet maid as fair as heaven. 


THE MAIL-CART ON CHRISTMAS EVE, 


He dragg'd the other on his cart, 

Grasping his gurgling throat, and bound 
His hands and feet; then, like a dart, 

The steed flew о’ег the frozen ground, 
In Ben’s strong grip the ruffian lay, 

Just as a lion holds his prey. 


Shot after shot flashed from the rear, 
Too late to check his homeward speed; 
One bullet whistled past his ear, 
Another struck his trembling steed, 
He knew it not, for on she sped, 
And by the village inn fell dead. 


And there stood Minnie at the door, 
With horror stricken at the sight, 
When from the wretch the mask she tore, 


Whose features made her faint with fright. 


That haggard, ghastly face she h new— 
A swain discarded met her view. 


She dwelt full twenty miles away, 
Her parents kept the village inn, 
Next day would be the wedding day 


Of handsome Ben and charming Min; 


He started gaily, blew his horn, 
And hailed with joy his bridal morn. 


Love’s happy dream, his chestnut mare, 
His red Mail Cart by all admired, 
The Christmas treasures in his care, 
His manly breast with valour fired ; 
He haply bore sweet words to thrill, 
Hearts,parted long, but faithful still. 


„That haggard, ghastly face she knew—a swain discarded met her view.” 


The steed lay stiffened in the snow» grani 


Where foam and blood commingli? 


And as Ben's tears began to flow, ам 


gn th 


The brute seemed nobler th 
tone, 


He said, in sorrow's m 
<“ She's saved my life and lost 


He set his captive rival free ; 
For mercy is the precious gem 
Our great All-Father loves to вее 
Bedeck the Christmas diadem. ; 
Chime оп, chime on, ye olden bells : 
Of Love divine your music tells : 


9 


her on · 


Я , 
Fair dawned the merry Uu to bless; 


The bridegroom and the brid 
Rich jewels decked the brier an 
And Winter wore his ermine Ç 
The cottage crowns the vil 


Ата Ben still drivesthe Count 
SHELDON 
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THE LAST CHRISTMAS EVE IN THE OLD COUNTRY,—SEE 


“SOUTHWARD HO!” 
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Southward Ho! | 


ыы 
OUR LAST CHRISTMAS EYE IN THE OLD COUNTEY, 


L Jos Imm landed in England, that morning, 
one of ке joppes of men. 

Naturally so y опе true friend was with me, 
and he is one of [be rare goos now who ps 
with laugh with you, and act ou as only 

bot ме souls can. Jack Roden and I had proved our 
friendship as true as steel, in a hund l'a yo of 
the Australian " Ab! I could 
of hunger and laborious toil in vain 
and nights of fever. But, happily, 7 
y bound us more firmly to — 4 per 
A luck at last rewarded our ق‎ МА 
we made a small fortune of 
the chance discovery of a rich 3 
—＋ A why, “ Round the world, and kma 
Td I mention to Jack hing ~ eire to Visit the 
men to Jack m esire 
old folks at home, than sta Жазы by birth 
and long ago interested іп tbe Old Country by ur 


triotic of land—directly said he w 
—.—. So, without UE са. on the order 
our we started at once from Port 


voyage safely over, it may be nd 
what joyous expectation Т looked forward toa hearty 
welcome h 
Tho misery of that home when I reached it I shall 
never forget. 
Before me, т length, was th ee Cori 
at ‚ was the ng Cornish 
village of my boyhood and youth ; nd, the waste 
25 77 ich had in childhood filled me with an 
irresistible longing for travel and adventure, As an 
a ome вене; to the last, во [ was 


halting while I em and out to Jack the lions of my 
young iet теран е-е -nook, down there 
where he saw the а, where the fresh, 


pilchards. 

I6 doubled She pisse of Sex NE to note 
the interest Jack took in these reminiscences of mine; 
and, still keeping back what I thong Ат be the 
pleasantest incident of the day, I m 


ma longer had 1 nok to sad el om Ps 
an inconsequential 
me my last reminiscencence at erg was 
away. 
A girl was approaching, and thor was Jack gazing 


at woman before. No won 
Pa semi too ИРА ~ kd of old, 
lass of nineteen, > 


changed 

her old playmate. 

ons over, we were in а moment locked in 
each other's arms.  Pausing in the shower of kieses, 
I was down on her sweet, glad, rosy face, a 
pt oat ack reminded me Т had an бе eae Ad 
to е. 

“Lucy! My best friend, Jack Roden!" 

Jack's fair face flushed up quite handsome as 
shook hands for the first time. While Lucy 
due courtesy to her brother's friend, there ә Жегі | 
stealing overher а subdued air of reserve, accounted 
for, I thought, by certain passages in letters of mine, 
banteringly informing Lucy I had found in Jack the 
very husband for her. 

But, gaily telling Lucy of our good fortune as we 

the dear ola home, the poor ps face grew 
more and more serious, Bursting into tears, she 
sobbingly said at last, 

„Thank God you've come back, Joe! Father's 
ruined! Those bills on the wall are about 
morrow’s sale. Do you bear up, Joe, E^ help kd 
console them at home." 

How this sudden news stunned me—how the 
bright picture I had conjured vp of a happy reunion 
in the old parlour bright with the. glamour of long 
ago became in the reality а picture of the deep 
though quiet, misery of broken-down gentility —how 
my family was reduced to ihe alternative of either 
accepting my small fortune while I left them for 

Australia again to begin life afresh, or of accom- 

panying Jack and me to New South Wales—need 
ary % dilated upon in this sketch. Let it һе said 
at once that on the night of my return I heard 
for the first time that all my father’s means had 
been swept away on that terrible Black Friday so 
bitterly remembered in hundreds of wrecked homes 
throughout the country. It's no use crying over 
spilt milk” is a favourite motto of mine. So, with 
Jack's aid, I at length persuaded the old folks and 
the young folks to trust themselves to us to guide 
them to the safe haven of Port Jack: on. 

The sadness of that last Christmas Eve in the old 
country is too mounful a subjeet to dwell npon, 
especinlly ns ап Artist has made the lugubrious 
farewell gathering live on another page. Tried I my 
Fest to infuse n little of the glad f-eling of the s+ son 


into them, I only failed. 
words :— 


The very tones in which a» 
Най кос. pee aene L 

The leaves of 
A mournful оғы [^ the А 

Oft died m words 
HOE 

Built of the 8 of stre nd 

The flames wovld Јевр and + NN 


* * -+ * 
The windows rattling in their framer, 


In Longfellow’s apt 


ast | 
r 
were safe—but we P 
The hurricane was blowing the bush fire Riedy 
the reverberating gusts of wind, 


^ € fenr. қ mu d 
previously uproo an 
felled 4 UE en our dwelling and the out- 


ht, the devastating holo- 


canst might  Beuron Farm. 
Black ni ) ) ^ "ре read; 
th sleepers. | 
is ent for false delicacy to st, 
үст: Біле ti Ei Eo. 
ON > У the ouse, we meet at 
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creek. 
H 


"a folk safely down stairs— | 
hew! I î retain Фа ул ” : 
sensation—Lurried them safel; 


to be greeted by the sight of дај 
Our one а wey 1o e ee аи 
1 — کنل‎ 


0 e 


жары tho fall of inyriad sparks and the glare of the 
fire, it was difficult to think rationally, 


But a terrible wail, as of à female yale, set all 


doubts at rest. 
They were not yet the house, Escape 


front—the side facing .. "iM we 
a few minutes еа ее im Flames = 
bursting out = each soe Jack's = other 
outlet was also perilove, if not in passable, for the 
sheds and shrubs inclosing our land were now in 
flames right up to the very edge of the cliff. — ~ 

Even if they gained the verge of the cliff before 
the flames enveloped the whole house, there was tie 
sea—smoother now, for the wind had gone down— 
twenty feet below them! 

We looked at one another with blanched faces, 
each fearing the worst, поре of us able to do a single 
thing for their salvation, 


schrie m st have been Lucy’s death-sbriek, 


в roaring of the approaching flames, | 


. them with this news, go | 


3 а 15 55 
= been in the words 

EEG 
wing ture 


And с. ар and Jack? t they ses E 
Miss 


No further cry came from the fire. The * и" 
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4 It? 5 above that poor Lucy aaa Jack's ‘wedding 
will т place," I — to myself. 


and others, he 

series, will be Ka oos, у. вв 

and most swinging wa 
the most fascinating. 


WINTER МА nien 
ment columns 


not ouly 1 
suorum" under a fy 
player an idea of the 


p Most Laughable on E: th ; 
iq x Е 10 4 


Once I knew an ancient dameel 
(Like yourself, a trifle stout), 


| а; deceased lady were most penurious. She resided in 
Whirled about by fierce North-Easters, | 


one of the houses in Stamford-street, her 


Wrest] ) 
“novelty is “The Temperament Tester, 


be put to some useful purpose. The habits of the | 
i 
} 


| le will doubtless have - «» sd 
| And her Gamp turned inside out. lishment consisting of one old woman; a re- 
| Till at last 1 feared that she 5 of AM on е 18 ob gre was generally 
NES эз 5 Would be borne ой bodily. termed, could easily be recognised by its y and 
| 2 Borometer and “Cannon d dilapidated appearance. Periodically the wê oid 
t Ard similar А ынк c 9. THE COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON, — pene р & visit ее the other а the 

Lg ——— 2... t, the tir i : ^ e 

аза ТҮ АШ. Under th etoe-tree = De chosen Deling generally И . 

|. -. CHRISTMAS GREETINGS. How awfully jolly "twill be With lentem in hand, they would go through the | 

cA 6712: MES | In my arms ds Lh to catch, different rooms of the large ruinous Бай and 
these visits gave rise, no doubt, to . 1 


“4 2244 in 3 
I": + 9 + ее (See [lustration, page 896.) ' s 
> RRY CHRISTMAS. 


And from thy lips a kiss to snatch. | 
a" terribly jealous some people will be 


THE ‘f GHOST” RUMOURS / 


| ue N compliments of the season, with more rhyme hen this ous theft they вее, that kite, amd were the cause of the crowd f 
.- .- - Í* ад reason They'd do it themselves, but would ne'er have the | gase а tha light gleaming from aeree 
Š m > ~ $ Are showered about at this time 2 ر‎ they * cheek," , А "ws. ` р iately — the death I ; 
» 2 Жай though mostly they please, yet some | Thongs. јуни néath the mistletoe-bough for & k own it Б pa rtis | claiming to be the | | 
ее produce quite the t’other of jolly good cheer. 4 ponen at ho : f 
| Now, to keep in the fashion, I send you a greeting ; 10. Many Harry RETURNS. пойте in reference to is 
But, instead of the time-honoured nonsense repeating, When the snow lies on the groun one, that a gum of money amounting to nearly | p | 
A A word of advice I will give my old friends . Then the Snow-Boy goes his round, £20,000 was found hoarded in different parts of ће | 
на and I trust that my counsel may never o Мосор чене streets resound house, edin all manner of out-of-the-way = E 5 
AMET Ml a о readful cry :— p t 70 
. When you go for a stroll Angelina to down the “ Clean your doorstep ?" And to do it i 


ТЕ you see her advancing, You must рау him, ог yon 'li rue it 


Е... сс ЖАЙЫ Me M When the Bobby comes to view it, 
v a Pray be careful, while o'er the ground gallantly т: | йш» a soma риш tok Forable тоом 
_ Not to step where the boys have been wickedly II. Мекку CHRISTMAS VQ qo — ее, ҚА E 
“ұта Ф E "Hiding, j 3 crack When this little card you "o der bad no legal pere В were 3 

r р е; Оголе vot неее to м 9 Ж — — back. Think, my dearest Cook, of me; у order of a magistrate, Since then the whole of E 

26 А your lady-lut 8 feet, on And spare a little slice or two " property has remained in the same condition as 7 

› TN ASON. ore, ' 
2 Б 


№ ss 


Of Pudding for your Robert true. а 


"P s аи t night or two, 
4, From slumbers profound, for the рыб; 4 
ets, eup! 


A LATE PARISIAN CELEBRITY. ) 


А PARISIAN character, very celebrated, ros scarcely t 
known to those not thoroughly acquainted with the 
arcana of Paris life, has (the Daily News' Paris ċor- 


I eve been wak?ned by sounds m 


` Caused by friends armed with co LIVE IN LOVES "TIS PLEASANT LIVING. 


i M _ trombones, 


To welcome old Christmas professing. 
y chilahocd's best friend, I trust you will spend praes informs us) just died at the Lariboisière 
Old Christ i ; ospital :— ү 5-4 
Ap РА be dE ‘demons, the Waits, speak of Dinochau, the landlord of я common- PURI 
| | жете” Бе over bo Ber „ әдетін, Дх 
А 1r in the oor і 4 
- 3. Ув Снзаетыйвев GRERTDEOT. was а table-d'bóte at thirty sous, much frequented 0 
When you do the Roman by actors, singers, artists, and journalists. The 2 
И If, by chance, а big snom ban dinner, which Dinochau’s mother used to соок and 
152, X Tips ой your Sunday hat; t upon the table while he attended to the wine 
E e EN Never get your dander ria, was, when markets were well supplied 
х мее For the boys will only quiz , and provisions cheap, far better than the five-franc 
| Call you “cure” and flat," banquet of the ve hotels. In years gone by I 
г: * Throw their snowballs all the more, have taken English friends, some of whom will read 
| Each one bigger than before. this, to dine at "в. Is was 
қ” “у r 
` ¥, CHRISTMAS DELIGHTS. | ONW OP THE SIGHTS OF PARIS, 
EI. stands а fountain, which no foreigner would рате found out without a 
3 Whence vgn А crystal waters бою; — | | gu The manners of the were free and easy. 
` Thither neighb'ring youths and maidens, , ; is all ling. hot y ме lhaveseen the men throw off their 
j Да vessels Ho. Pe А 3 Courage; then, end be отаде coats aud with shirt-sleeves displayed. Ladies 
Ë At that cold and slipp’ry corner, | Live in love; tis pleasant living. were admitied; and, as no refereuces were required, 
+ “Wilt thou meet me, Susan Jane? : 1 not of а class to be received at 
E but Yes, and I'll be there Ф 
he S carry home thy pail again. 1 
ША . Ме іятмав TO YOU. compa, y, who took the liberty of treating everybody. 44 
x EC. $ qe E Eo The evening seldom fluishe without Мики. ana T г 
bs pore ЖЕСТ have heard at Dinoch a's a first tenor of the opera. ; 
AM | "Tis f: fc thi ce end snow, At Dinochau's I have seen Gustave Doré, before he had T 
XN > 7 made his m as a painter, playing the violin Е 
| о“ 54274 , with the skill of а Paganini, his fair neighbours P 
affectionately styling him, ‘Mon petit Gustaye.’ 5 
, of balloon and photographic celebrity, T 


А 
si 
5 
у 
8 


Monselet, and gourmand, and n 

1 moralist, was а constant attendant c 
Қо ыс i appe 

to double for the double portio 
4- 1 Etienne Carjat, a 4 Ж 
а fortune by the more 

, career of a photo- 
sketch caricatures of — 


мала 


P" > оч 


геа 


i 
tx 
© 
P 
B 
% 
cet 
5 
c 
4 
= 
= 
ا‎ -f А <= 


money enough to 
е согк to come out? 


EFF ISA T, - 1 allowed to remain empty, j Dinochnu ; to old customers, and 5 

ж | š А Coorg Uere Ба 8 jx ^ ental jue of prop "T рем 1 have een lu E ard that many бања 1. 
T & "mv heart sinoking hob | many thou дока МУКУ" о | the privilege. no қабан fortune he l»avea f 

e that еге! Же әкей ову. . | street, at the of Hatüeld-streeb, nien WAS | consis £5000 ot book di for unpaid diuners of t 

yu. love, M [009 2 t» dine, . | formerly let for per Доу с sous: "sr | > 

1 hope you will һауе a plum-p un d: 


Т. WisHine You A Harry Naw ha ur iem wem 
1 to see two lovers 2 ‹ IN BRTAMFORD-STREPT, 
upon the report that a  еһое Һәй төяп меп ob: 


кше Ала ado У дом to carry out the same 


Wen ch Hit directions were obeyed, and at the death 
8. I Wien You А MERRY CHRISTMAS, 52% 
Dearest Auntie, pray be careful, 2 
When the winter ators yer dos) dition | 
Blust' ring Boreas bugs most! all ы Yd 
_ Ladiesin his rough embrace, | ^ Sk TUE 1 
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THE CHRISTMAS TRIUMPH. 


PLUM-PUDDING achieved a real Christmas triumph 
that year when & good match-making matron first 
thought of including the bridal symbol in the де- 
licions compound. This kindly custom was evidently 
not neglected at the Christmas dinner limned on our 
centre pages. Тһе billing and cooing of one conple 
proves that atleast two of that merry party will ma- 
ncuvre not а little to obtain the ring. Success to 
either; and may good digestion wait on appetite ! 
But deep love, as we all know, is allied to sorrow. 
“Тһе course of true love never did run smooth ; '' 

and what sorrow in love is there in that story of the 
boy who, Fou one delicious Christmas Day, having 
eaten his fill of pudding, was observed to burst into 
an uncontrollable passion of tears. What are you 
crying for, Johnny ?" said his father's guest, un- 
атате of Johnny's weakness, or rather of the 
E of his affection for pudding. ‘* Because," 
said Johnny, sobbing vehemently, “ I can't eat any 
more ing!” Fill your pockets my little 
man!" said his father's guest, with consolatory 
— and sage advice. “Оһ!” replied Johnny, 
as distinctly as the paroxysm of his mighty tribula- 
tion would permit him, I have! 1 have!" 

Oh, happy love, where love like this is found ! 

Oh, heartfelt rapture! bliss beyond compare ! 

I've paced much this weary mortal round, 

And sage experience bids me this declare : 

If heaven one taste of heavenly pleasure spare, 

=> cordial in this melancholy vale, 


“Тін in delicious boyhood, on Christmas Day, when 
the pudding is served, and a large slice, smoking hot, 
is put into our plate by our fond mother. То talk of 
loye under a hawthorn tree, in comparison with such 
delight as that, shows little knowledge of the real 
sources of enjoyment. 


Christmas Sports. 


A CHRISTMAS DIP. 
THE observation that we are thoroughly one with the 


Serpentine swimmers—in th a trite one (if not 
i ought ср ае 
ought if ever, to К | 
3 а а. 
е van tmas- 
morning swim of the Swimmiug Club. 
Punctually as ever, these Icelandi bathed 
before uring the late as- 
semblage, therefore, next Christmas at the 
old elm-tree (time, 7.30 
upon. They their with a 
swimming handicap, at the of the 
tine. May the earliest riser win; and a Merry 
to each say we! * 


` CRICKETING TALK FOR CHRISTMAS. 
THE DEMAND FOR CRICKET REFORM, 


in of the immense battin er deve- 
ed by Mr. W. С. Grace, Јевда tho све sutho- 
of Belt s Life to give judgment thus — 
Ӯ егеу on the subject of cricket 
has found 


which for the last few 
à weeks expression 


r à which was not his own pet alteration, 
-GOOD ALL-ROUND PLAYING NEEDED. 
„Those who advocate the cause of the bowler 
to the enormous scores which are frequently 
made. The true answer to this argument is not 
exceptional but the 


the 
into account, We have no means of ascertaining the 


1 this, we submit, is 
way of judging the question. But we will 
м. The average of the completed innings of 

e lebone Club and Ground in 1871 is only 157 
runs. ow, this is really not an excersive number; 
end yet the Marylebove Club, in all probability, 


8 its matches all round, plays the strongest 


batting team in the world. If extraordinary innings 
of 400 or 500 runs are occasionally played, the very 
chance that such may be the case adds a charm to 
the game which we should be sorry to be deprived of. 
The elasticity and uncertainty of cricket is its greatest 
But, in order to force us into reform, those 
who clamour for change must show us that the ma- 
jority of innings are harassing to the bowlers and 
wearisome to the spectators. And this, we think, 
they have failed, or not attempted, to do. 

There are, nevertheless, two matters in which 
most people would agree that reform is urgent! 
needed. In the first place, there is an utterl - 
less and irritating waste of time and want of punc- 
tuality in the conduct of matches. The Marylebone 
Club sets an excellent example in this respect; but 
at the Oval, and at most, if not all, of the county 
grounds the time of play is unnecessarily curtailed by 
delay in beginning, by an indefinite interval for 
long pauses between the innings. For 

delays the managing officers of the 
different clubs are chiefly to blame. 
power, for the most part, to enforce punctuality, and 
we hope that for the future they will be more atten- 
tive to their duty. 


beauty. 


lunch, and b 


h 


allowing suc 


match, 


the batsman. 


SKATING AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 
Таздан Peet < Sydenham is described by the 
Sporting Life ч / 


pn Me b the tagen place, our amateur 
wling is ing off year by year, in proportion as 
our amateur batting is developing itself. 
continues it will end in amateur and professional 
players taking different departments of the game, 
and the * Gentlemen v. Players' match will be no- 
thing more than an annual ‘ Batting v. Bowling’ 
The carelessness of amateurs with regard to 
the practice of bowling is chiefly cansed by the fact 
that the sympathies of the spectators are all given to 
In a school Kleven the good bowler is 
looked upon as & useful and indispensable map, but 
the brilliant batsman is the idolised hero. Perhaps 
this is natural, because the skill of а batsman is more 


person | home’ on the ice in 


reat | was presented when it became dark, and, after a 
1 | | of snow, which had fallen more от less 
the ely cleared and the stars camê 


te | WHEN an execution was put in the ark? ` "v 
NS the dove "returned with tho bart [n 


— 
|18 A VERY FINE. CIGAR а pol е MES 
е. end ой ? 


up with somebody else's help instead of offering to 
assist her himself, yet that was the only time that in 
the course of вп hour or more we saw anybody *come 
to grief.’ On | 

THE SOUTHERN BASIN 
there was a larger crowd than on the other, and the 
performers were not so expert in many instances; 
still there was little clumsiness and less absolute 
ignorance, The ice was fairly thronged, and it 
needed no little dexterity every now and again to 
avoid rushing into the arms of a lady swiftly ad- 
vancing from the opposite direction, and not quite 
certain of her skating powers, or prevent on 
being cut down by some dashing aspirant who 
got — des his full speed and required a clear course of 
some length ere he could pull up. 


THE LARGE LAKE. 

There is а large piece of water, as those who are 
well acquainted with the palace gardens—a know- 
ledge requiring some time and a considerable amount 
of walking to acquire—know very well, at the back 
and slightly to the right of the cricket-ground and 

ymnasium, surrounded by the most uncouth and 
formidable representations of mammoth monsters of 
antiquity. n the occasion of our visit, and despite 
э» ° Saturday half-crown 3 E 

airly supposed to seriously affect 
tendance, the ice on this lake was crowded all 
over with the same intermixture of male and 
skaters so noticeable at the palace. Indeed, it may 
be said, without fear of contradiction, that fully one 
third of the performers are ladies—a very 1 pro- | 
portion, which can only be accounted for by the 
reasons already advanced, On this lake, however, 1228 
which Нев rather low and is surrounded on all sides 4 
by hills and shrubberies, and therefore more sheltered | 
than the other pieces of water, the ice appeared to be 
less safe, so that the precaution had been taken М 
the executive of stretching а rope across from > 
to bank in order to afford a means of rescue in сазе (| 
of accident. There were also at the different basins ' = 
plenty of men ready to give assistance; but we heard: 
of no instance in w their services were f 5: 

The ісе evidently was not strong enough 

for the Scotchmen to indulge in their favourite Pur. 
suit of curling, and the dre n of the snug `- 
corner which they ke бэри Мес 3 


Уф‏ سے 


а 
‘slate of watchfulness than conducive to ele- 
him with a feeling of being “5% 


THE PRETTIEST SIGHT 4 


‘use of the gas-jets, which had been 
ПРЕ manifest; E A 


AFTER - DINNER QUIPS. 
| FORZNDARTUBIGMSANON. - РЕШЕ 
to ana а ша P | 


Ww ny, boau they both make а vowel ( 
of course. | REA. ње Te 


c жос GUESS ا‎ 


2” 


7 + 
$ 


Ку“ 


west ‹ ~ ‘ 11 7. 
Because it cannot ђе found when wanted. 


—F 


Is PHOTOGRAPHING an unfilial operation ? = c 
` por] yousee? When the sun (son) takes off 
а' er. 


A BLUNDER-BUR. 
KissrNG the wrong girl under the mistletoe, 


BEA 


heard herr; who swore freely whenever he saw or | 
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tleman, people said—that is, he had once been dreams were vague and shapeless, but happy—so 
The Little An. ope 6 the English language with some сог- happy that she did not hear the noise in the next 

WE Z = E US STE rectness, and had dressed not wel!, but expensively. | room, where the quarrel had, as become a fight. 
Тлонтв were shining from the windows of the Golden | As far as one could see, he had not a redeeming point. | After а short struggle Henry knocked his brother 
Cross and cheery music came from the ard | He thrashed his d ter till even his brother some- | down, and resumed his gin and water calmly; and 


into which its great archway led. Saturday night is | times remonstrated ; l f George soon rose to join him, wisely reflecting tbat 


ги 
| if he did not begin at once he would have neither 


was thronged with idlers, young men and women | blackguard of himself on eve he, from | time nor opportunity to get drunk before daylight. 
returning from the shops, and labourers buying their | a natural goodness which I don't pretend to under- | When the Little Un — who had never been 
Sunday ; and Mark Bowley was hurrying | stand, did not hate him; it was not in her to | christened, but answered to all names and epithets 
home with his friend Мг. Joshua Strong when their | hate anyone, but there was no one for her to love, a og gate toe ten o'clock on Sunday morning 
path was blocked up by в crowd outside the hotel. nj | rose, she found, on into the room, that they 
* Only a wretched fi " Mr. Strong, as were both asleep upon t. .. Experienoe taught 
heelbowed his way along It was not his cus- her that in these cases it was best to return for an 
eot * hour ог two to her mattress, where she lay, dreaming 


‹ ng. 1 
* Not such а very wretched fiddler, though, is happily, till she heard them rise, one after the other, 
ннен ТАТАН TR има torokich the arth Way 
а ТЕЕ 22; the archway 
to obtain a better view of the baby fiddler. | 
She was a little thing, not more than seven years 
old, with & square, strong head, covered with curly 
brown hair which hung far below her shoulders. Her 
cheek nestled lovingly to я little violin, and, from а 
round, pretty face, her bright eyes glanced up mer- 
rily at the lookers-on. ME. 


h 
„ erus 
forget. It is a ballad of the sentimental much 


i shaki 
quiver with her right Wrist. 2524 

“ Look here, Bowley !’’ said Strong; “I’ve played 
the fiddle for y and I never saw a shake 
made like that ow do you do it, little 


“Oh! it’ easy, Sir," she looking up 
roguishly. 7 on onl got o а your wrist 
so." And the flexible right shook for а 

ent 


wrong side of қ of the 
3 The idea of gred н 
ever being on the “wrong side of thirty'' seemed Pieces, awoke 
such a novelty that she did not know what to say. 


** How old is your ir?" asked Bowley 


қ t is your name, d а?” Я | 
“Eh? Little Un," she replied, quickly, again 
raising her violin and an air of Balfe. At 
the end of the hap ern ines her eq 
up archly at g's 
° ‘she played an ungainly young fellow 


QI. Bowley gave him sixpence and asked where 
| : lodged. man he 
. “That is, I keep a music-shop, and I should 


hear your—your sister play - 
а Groom," growled man. 
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violin, beginning a little air upon it softly. 
meer that row will Sd А 


H 
Ë 
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Two ior latet Mn шегін o 3 š ” he said; de Я 
home, Не was in rather а goo у had | making a м". | | 
taken more than usual - vested in t heai жерда, vaio ruit I 
8 bottle of gin, which he thought would pleasantly | politely; but H ой в volley of his favourite "8 the matter, ?” he asked, moving 
_ростру and his ungainly brother till an early | oaths—i.e. а nm invented—with such 
hour on Sunday morning. С 257 promptitude the Un ran to her bed at | Sbe started, but did not answer. His kind voice 
They soon reached the Horse and Groom, which | once, thus escaping with only one blow on her right | made no on her. > о 
by no means one of the leading ies of the | arm, which, by-the-way, а bruise fora | _ ~ Why; you've not broken yoür fiddle? Dear, 
&nd sa; down to supper in a dirty little room | week after. INC asl a > dear ! What will your father вау?” thought 
Б? second floor Thb Little Un got out half а me ion however, but lay down and began | that he had found the occasion of her ; but, in 
and a small oblong piece of cheese, by no to build dingy little castles in the air for her resi- | reality her мие anger had not onis сод to 
attractive in appearance orodour; poured herself out | dences during the night. А few years later these | her. it dia now, though; and she trembled. 
Blass of water, and sat down at the end of the table “Come, come; let me look at it," he continued, in 
NIIT D NNNM — nae em. 
£ was at any- one, however, i 
voi, "Мой was usually tho caso ho had a habit of ap n dmm Evi e e 
v ange DOU daug ter, th rough erhaps can men эө, 
any ium of ork, the handle of a knife, a bottle, or She shrieked and leapt to her feet, The little man 
be other а ibie ob; this, though doubt- | ence 3 F felt almost fri as she stood g at him 
wa, better than lowing wrath to accumulate, No perhaps, be without some visions of a те puas eo die ME en violin 
Dot at the time pleasant. higher—or, at all events, a ha: ; | more tightly than ever for a moment. Then she 
n! She had lost her mother five had passionate, ћ i 


T 
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ago, and had since then struggied in some 
Us Way, af fira to the unbounded А 


sF 
E 


г; but subsequently to his punt жойы for 
entirely 28 perfectly successful, and he had now lived 


Y upon her earnings for eighteen months. She unlucky fiddle, It was not a very bed breakage, he 
беріп truth, an artist—a poet; every beautiful found, А Й Арасы. at it; but it was a 
Prehensible to t gave her а pl almost minute or two hefore he was quite sure, aud could 

em; tee to those who are always surrounded by look up gladly to the eager face by his side. She was 

; bright bits of on the dresses of standing now with c! upli hands; and ns 

tho vos in a narrow кн of ~ said **I IA mend it, he could not drawing 
ы they o—little es e pret па to him and kis 3 

chila an. ueri ass Wholly unnoticed delighted this | say а kind word to her, but with little effect: the She ~ down on his 3 cn 

Thus, mie. ; in her and her dreams. | surface of her heart was hardened, and the wealth of | her —1 to his breast, soothing her with childish 

had was not miserable; but she | love it held not touched at once, қ words ing assurances, Seven years old, sho 


Oa this night her ts were chiefly of h 
violin; strange airs floated through her mind; — 
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world was ever so black avd hopeless as hers—hers 
with a soul that could live and love with а power not 
опе in ten thousand ever dreams of? : 
Suddenly she started up. When will you do it— 
when?” she cried eagerly. 
„Soon, dear, he answered. 
like." š 
„Oh, now—now—now ??? she wailed beseechingly ; 
one who loved music could not resist nature' s sweetest 
melody—a child's plaintive voice. Не did not like 
working on Sunday ; he thought it seemed а little 
thing to keep one day out of seven sacred to the God 
vió level him, but he remembered how on that day 
the cripple had been healed ; he thought no hymn of 
praise could be more beautiful than the rejoicing of 
this little voice, so often sad. 
<“ Come, then, he said; **we'll go to my shop and 
do it there.“ She twined her arms round his neck 


“ To-morrow, if you 


and kissed him; in в moment she seemed to have 
learnt all the sweet child's caresses that she could 


never have practised; ina moment his kindly heart 
had found the way tohers, which fiendish men had 
all her life been trying to block up. Love is stronger 
than hate. 

She quickly washed herself, though she could not 
remove all traces of tears from her poor little red 
eyes, and put on all the little bits of finery which her 
father had considered likely to attract coppers. 
Bowley smiled at her gaudy little knots of ribbon as 
she returned ; it would look strange, he thought, fora 
steady Midchester shopkeeper to be seen on Sunday 
with such a queer theatrical little being; but it is 
better to be laughed at than to wound a child’s heart. 

When they were in the street he took her hand; 
she glanced up, surprised, but very happy. He 
looked down, smiling kindly, and she thought she 
had never seen such & beautiful face. 

It was so strange, so wonderful Some one was 
kind to her, worked to help her, pitied her sorrow, 
tried to make her happy! Oh, she was happy! 


Her soul, that had groped so long in darkness, had 
found light—had found a living love. Not like the 
voice of her fiddle, which was but a part of herself; 
not like the happy cries of children, playing in the 
street regardless of her; not like the blue sky, the 
flowers, and the organs, that would shine and sing if 
she were not there. It was on Aer the kind face 
beamed from above; the smile was for her—the tear 
had been for the Little Un's sorrow. She could not 
understand it, but she did not want to. Darling! 
She was wildly happy; all the misery of her life was 
but а dark background which made this light of joy 
more brillant. She tripped along the street, almost 
dancing, almost singing. Нег face could not hold 
all her happiness, her radiant smile could not utter 
half of it; but the bright sky spoke it for her: the 
sunlight on the houses, the silent voice of quiet Sun- 
day morning, were all the expression of her heart— 
her heppy heart. Love floated round her; God 
clasped her in his arms; and through the bright 


„Her check nestled lovingly to a little violin, and, from a round, pretty face, her bright eyes glanced up merrily at the lookers- on.“ 


jason she held fast the warm human hand that was 
ading and helping her onward. 
dow.) reached his shop, and went in. She sat 
"E quietly to watch him, but in a few moments 
wi t], 'estlesaly &nd hovered round him, finding out 
ing „ Wonderful quickness what he wanted and bring- 
Sit to him. It was а long job: his old servant had 
Беја. іп twice to tell him that dinner was ready 
he E he had finished; but at last it was done, and 
whi ~ Putting the pegs in again, when one of them, 
rok, had been cracked at the breaking of the fiddle, 
“ ~“ “> hands 
2» damn it!’ remarked the Little Un, without 
~ slightest hesitation. | 
Prim ]i id. was awfully shocked. Не was not nt all а 
Seeme * e man, but to hear a child use such language 
а — him dreadful. After a moment, however, 
thin ected that she probably did not mean апу- 
and $ Whatever by it, or even know thatit was wrong; 
peop] 8 tried to explain to her as well as he could that 
name should not say such things, or take in vain the 
erroneo God—something of whose nature he, quite 
ously, supposed that sho knew, 


THE LITTLE UN. 


She did not understand, but saw that by avoiding 
such words she should please him; and the thought | 
of doing anything that he told her was a pleasure. 
So she gladly promised that she would not swear 
again, and was going home, when it occurred to him 
tbat it was probably much past her dinner-hour, 

“ What time does your father dine, dear?” he 
asked. 

“Пот know; he's mostly out all Sunday.“ 
. “Is he? Then you shall dine with me. 
in." 

She started and gasped for & moment, unable to 
speak. She was to be with him an hour longer; and | 
in such a beautiful house what would dinner be like? | 
It must be only a dream, but so far better than any | 
she had ever had before; more wildly improbable, 
and yet somehow more real. 

They went into а pretty little parlour behind the 
shop. It was hung with bright pictures, and sweet- | 
scented flowers filled the window ; on one side stood ! 
а piano, and in the midst a table covered with a 
white cloth, on which were glasses, plates, and 
knives, There were chairs, a sofa, a fireplace filled 


Come 


with paper, white and coloured ; the muslin curtains, 
the mahogany book-shelves—all seemed perfectly 
beautiful to her. Oh, what a happiness to live in 
such a place! Into this paradise she knew sorrow 
could never enter. 

She sat down mutely, dumb with awe and glad- 
ness. The servant came in, looking very cross, to be 
sure, but bearing a splendid dish under a glittering 
cover. It was placed on the table, and Bowley rose, 
saying, when the servant had left the room, 

Do you know your grace, Little Un?“ 

She shook her head, not understanding him; and 
he continued, 

* Say after me, ‘For what we are going to re- 
اوو دیب‎ No! you'd better say ‘Thank God for 
шу””--- 

But she had started up. Oh, по, no! shecried. 
“Т told you I would never say bad words again, like 
God and damn. I will be good!" Her idea of good- 
ness was only obedience; but 1 am not quite certain 
that if was much the worse for that. 

The abyss of ignorance which these words revealed 
amazed Bowley, and he determined to try and 


— À 
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teach the poor little one а few things before she left | the doorway her father lifted his tired arm high for 


the town; but at present he thought it best merely 
to explain that she did not quite understand hii, 


and they began diuner accordingly with ошу u inur- | 


mured grace пош himself. 

He helped her to à slice of cold roast pork, with 
apple-sauce aud potatoes. Everything was beauti- 
fully clean and well cooked, and the Little Un's en- 
joyment was utterly indescribable. Then he got her 
& glass of milk, and when she had finished her first 
helping gave her some more. 

When the mext was done he rang, and the servant 
brought іп a steaming fruit-pudding. He begun to 
cut it, not помеша the child's open eyes and quiver- 
iug mouth, ; 

“Аш--аш I to have some? she asked at last, in 
a trembling, almost frightened, voice. 

* As much as you like, Little Un.” 

To hig surprise she buried her head in her arms 
upon the table, sobbing—sobbing from joy and love 
aud fear. A little kindness, one soft heart among 
80 many cruel ones, had done во much—had been 
so new, such a glorious revelation to the baby- 
wanderer. 

He did not understand, but he went to her and 
put his arms fondly round her neck. One cannot 
help loving an unhappy child. She clung to him; 
with innumerable kisses she tried to express her love 
and thankfulness. By the joy his trivial kindness 
had given he saw what utter misery the child's life 
must be; and, аз he bent over her, his tears fell on 
the little head, ага he prayed that he might be able 
to do something to save this sweet soul from endless 
sorrow and certain sin. 

She would not unclasp her arms, so he took her to 
his place, and, sitting іп his lap, she ate а splendid 
piece of pudding, во vjsibly enjoying the sweet fruit 
that Mark Bowley was almost as happy as herself— 
happier even, perhaps, when she glanced quickiy up, 
iu her pretty birdlike way, to see whether he, too, 
uppreciated the glorious pudding. 

Then they had а little deasert. Some greengages 
were brought in, and he put them, according to his 
wont, upon the piano, and sat down at it to pass his 
afternoon in dreamy sacred music. He thought the 
Jittle fiddler could not íail to love all melody, and 
chose the most simple апа tuneful pieces for her 


sake. 

She could hardly be said ever to have heard the 
piano really played before; it was auother new 
world that he who had showed her love was 
opening to her. She kuelt beside him, gazing up 
іп wonder at his kind, good-looking face. Не 
could do everythiug, she thought, as the glorious 
chords rolled around her, and the voices of the great 
masters spoke to the child-musician, their youngest 
worshipper. | E 

Neither knew how the time passed till they were 
aroused by the clock of a neighbouring church 
striking five: the Little Un was frightened: it was 
just possible that her father might have returned by 
this time. Bowley gave her the violin, on to which 
he had put a new string, and she bade him good-by. 
He stood looking after the sturdy little figure as it 
plodded down the street, with the violin tucked under 
its left arm, eyed most suspiciously by a surly police- 
man, when the child turned to look once more at the 
little paradise she was leaving, and caught his eye 
watching her kindly. She rushed back to him and 
seized his hand. | 

„Oh! please, Sir," she said, may I—may I see 
you again before we со?” 


“Of course, Little Un; come whenever you can. 


и you 're in any trouble I'll do my best to help 
ou.’ . d 

She bent down and kissed his hand ; а clock chimed 

the quarter past, and she started home again at а 
uick trot. қ 

Not quite quick enough, though. On what little 
things our whole lives seem to turn! 1f she had not 
тап back to speak one last word to Bowley, she 
would probably have got home while her father was 
drinking down stairs; as it was he had just gone to 
their room, leaving George to finish his last glass of 
gin and water. 

He was standing by the fireplace as she entered. 
„Drunk and savage, one glance told her. d 

* Come here," he muttered, in a deep, hardly 
audible growl. But she knew only too well what ће 
meant She went to him trembling. 

** Where have you been, youlittle devil—with your 
fiddle, too? Неге!” 

He clutched at the neck; the glue was barely dry, 
and it broke. He seized her shoulder, swearing fear- 


fully. 

„What's this? Broken? І вее. You broke it 
yourself, and you've been trying to glue it up with- 
out my knowing, you infernal little liar! Where's 
my stick? 

She screamed, though she knew no help was near. 
He took the stick, tore the clothes off her shoulders 
and back, and began to thrash her. The little thing 
shrieked, as blow after blow fell on her tender 
quivering flesh, but the savage brute went on. 

There is no use in describing this sort of thing; it 
only sickens one; but we all know that it is true. 
Every day such things are happening; every day 
fiends like this man torture the bodies and souls of 
helpless darling children, whose lives should, one 
would think, have known no sorrow yet. We eat and 
drink aud laugh, and do not think of it; if we did, 
what pleasure could ever make us happy ? 

He had never beaten her as he did this night. 
After a time she fainted, as George staggered up 
stairs to see what was the matter, As he stood in 


one Jast blow. 

** Drop it, you brute!" his brother cried. Henry 
#“utted, but only growled an cath and prepared to 
strike again. Diop it. or T — ГК out, then!” 
George seized the large heavy candlestick with which 
he was wont to rap playfully the Little Un's head, 
and hurled it with drunken violence at his brother's 
right arm. 

Henry swore, and started aside to avoid it; and, 
instead of hitting his arm, it struck him full on the 
forehead. He fell dowu with a groan beside the 
senseless body of the child. 

George ran $0 him; he was quite dead. The heavy 
candlestick had completely crushed his head in—too 
easy a death for such a savage. Тһе shock sobered 
his brother. He went to the cupboard and got some 
food and clothes, then, after a momentary shudder, 
turned the dead man’s pockets out and took the 
money from them, leaving the watch and purse, and 
then left the house and ran quickly to a country lane 
near the railway station, where he waited for the 
evening train to London. 

When the Little Un revived she found her father’s 
arm across her, She supposed that he had fallen in 
a drunken sleep, but dared not move, for fear of 
rousing him. Thus she lay till night came on, and, 
as it became dark, fell asleep for à few hours. At 
midnight she woke and crept softly away from him. 
She was going to her own bed, when she remembered 
her fiddle, and returned to take it with her. It was 
moonlight, and as she stooped over her father’s body 
she saw the blood-stained wound upon his forehead. 
For a moment she stared at itin terror, and then ran 
trembling from the room and down the stairs. The 
house door was locked, but she passed through the 
little yard into a back street, and stood motionless 
and without thought in the moonlight—bruised, half- 
naked—a baby alone in the world. 

Soon she heard the measured step of a policeman 
approaching; instinctively she ran to the street 
where Bowley lived, and sat, hidden by the shade, 
in the doorway of his shop. 

Unconsciously she was nursing the broken fiddle 
in her arms; she bent her head and saw it, again she 
began to cry, and sobbed herself to sleep on the cold 
stone door-step. Here she lay all night, till at seven 
o’clock Mark Bowley’s servant opened the shop. The 
Little Un started and woke to find a woman's face 
frowning down upon her. ا‎ AN 

What do want here, you dirty little brat? asked 
the servant, half remembering the chiid. 

= — Mr. —.“ She did not even know 


Mr. 
ber friend's name, and would probably have been 


went swiftly 
people of the house had not been into Lister's room, 
and knew nothing of what had happened; but all 
attributed the murder to George. However, at th 
inquest there was no direct evidence of any sort, an 
the usual verdict of ** Wilful murder by some person 
unknown ” was returned. қоз 

The Little Un had now lost every relation; for it 
was tolerably certain that George would never put 
forward any claim to her; and after some delibera- 
tion Bowley determined to adopt her. Every one of 
course advised him not to; but he said he was “not 
а marrying man," and wanted uve 4 to make 
his house a home. It was the best thing—that is, the 
wisest—that he ever did, 

One would have thought that now she would be 
perfectly happy; and she was—almost. Only from 
his little back-garden she saw visions of her old 
heaven, which had not yet been realised for her. А 
dozen little girls of her own age sometimes came to 
play behind the house, and she often felt а longing 
to join them; but they seemed quite happy: they 
did not want her: she dared not. 

But one day as she stood at the little gate with her 
violin, half-consciously she played a few notes upon 
it. The children stopped to listen. With a sudden 
hope, she began a lively dance tune, and soon they 
were all twisting round in quaint galops of their own 
invention. When she left cff а pretty child, — ы 
than herself, ran to her, and, taking her hands, 
her to the little group. She played her merriest airs to 


them for some time, and then, putting away the 


fiddle carefully, joined in their delightful games. 
They had to teach her everything; but, whatever 
mistakes she made, she was happiest of them all; her 
laugh rang out almost wildly above the others—she 
тап and leapt like a prisoner newly released from his 
dreary dungeon. 

At length it was time for them to go. She stood 
panting, with sparkling eyes ава with hair in marvel- 
lous disorder, breathlessly replying to their good- 
byes. Last of all, the one who had led her to them 
came, and, with childish fondness, put her arms 
round Little Un's neck. 

It was the first time, She burst into tears on the 
other’s shoulder, The bondage of her baby-life was 


broken; she was a child among children. The 
heaven of her sweetest dreams had come at last—a 
little girl had kissed her, 


EDWARD ROSE, 
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CHRISTMAS CHARITY. 
NECESSITY OF GENEROUS GIVING. Я 
All praise to Мг. Pereira, one of the Bethnal 

green guardians! Hoe has set an example to all bis 
brethren. If his kind-hearted appeal be acted upon 
no longer will Bethnal-green, or any other London 
district, disgrace itself by the old, old verdicts 
“Death from Starvation.” Fresh, may be, from 
the vivid pages of ** Blade o' Grass," he has 5 
an exploration, the results of which he related t9 есч 
Bethual-green board of gnardians, оп the 13th 1088 
Mr. Pereira said he had made an arrangement * 
Mr. Arnott, the officer who appeared to have 617 of 
the greatest amount of relief, to go roun a part if 
his district, in order that he might judge for hi been 
аз to whether the temporary relief given Ж 
excessive or not. Не now felt bound to say thé ty 
having made a tour of inspection, he was ошу ute 
prised that the relieving-officer had been во та Sa- 
in dispensing discretionary relief. The sights be tel 
of poverty, filth, di , and misery comple 
horrified bim. In some of the houses he saw 
lying dead on the beds and others dying. The scen 
were truly heatrending, and beyond all conceptis 
Some of the dwellings were in such a disrepu а 
state that he did not believe a scrubbing-brush he 
ever been on the tloor. In one place he 1 ob 
upon what appeared to be a heap of soot, bU 
examination he found it was an old counterpane | 
under which was a woman, lying stark naked d 


hard with a child by h ide; whilst the у 
ard bed, ac y her side fellow, Was 


band, who appeared to be а disreputable 
sitting smoking his pipe. He had never before з. 
the slightest idea that such places of утехе 


were to be found in the parish of Bethnal-greetb ung 


he hoped the board would use their utmost STET 


рог 


to bring about я different state of things. n 
With this timely preface by & Bean freut | 


guardian, we beg to call the attention O£ 
charitable readers to the following letters: 


CHRISTMAS IN COW-CROSS. 94 
(To the Editor.) — ee y 
Sir,—We are most anxious to p ар! 
substantial dinner for 800 families—the p 
the poor—at their own homes, in the cent: 
metropolis, on Christmas lay, Iso, on OF 
Jan. 3, to give our school children a dinner ¢ 
beef and plum-pudding, in the Mission Hal, 


Horse-alley, Cow-cross-street, West Smi d 
Contributions will ba thankfully гесеї hu 
Mission, Free Schools, and Soup-Kitch bur 


ж” 


18, Hemingford- 
P. S. 400 children and 400 fa 
dinner throughout the winter. 


^ CHRISTMAS DAY IN ВТ, GILES'S. 
: uv the Editor.) і 
Sir,—Last Christmas Eve one h 
families in ЕСЕ Giles 8 жан "pt габши | 
materials for a good substanti: con: 
4 lb. of beef, 1 Ib. of plums, 11), of currants T! 
quartern of flour, 1 Ib. of tea, and 1 Ib. of у а be 
gratitudé on receiving this 3 e. 
better imagined than described, and шапу © о 
in St. Giles s that would otherwise have + 
icture of 7 and misery on 
ау (being destitute of the i 
life) was rendered cheerful by 
meal, which was to them a 
are most anxious to repeat this act | 
passion, feeling persuaded that it is quite 
needed as last year. Permit me to beg a 
your readers to assist in sending 6; жесі 


if only for а few h * int ыы; 
ді еее; я у дайы | 
recelv . James ) 
о Кешіп * . 
by, yours sincerely, GEO. HATTON Giles's 

Superintendent of the St. Mission 
А Christian ~ 
12, Ampton-place, Regent-square, W. C. 
CHRISTMAS DINNERS FOR yen Boyt 1 

To Mr. Williams, secretary of the l 
at Great Queen-street, any spare shillings thet 


may be safely sent with the full confidence 
coin will go towards filling a destitute waif whe 


пов , 


У гә 


>?) 


otherwise be sent empty away. Yet 2%. P ud 


we may print:— д 
y 11 


Sir,. — The time is drawing very 0 


(То the Editor.) ~ | when 
customary to give our poor destitute and 


usual Christmas dinner of roast dia 2 га 
pudding, also weekly dinners during ine to EL. 
three or four months. May I be pera this oo. 
your readers’ attention to the fact tha otf S£ 
though a festive one to many, is yet Уб ads 4 


the poor»nd wretched inmates of the courts Ko., 
Contributions of meten clothing, PFO jiy, 
b te ecei , yours r 
Ы. е: p ANDERTON ic 
The “ Good Shepherd“ Ragged Sch 
Carlton-road, Peckham, S. E. 
— sipas —À 
THE BEST MEDICINES. 


Joy, and Temperance, and Ive 
Slam the door on the doctor's 2062. 
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Vd PRESENTS. 


С We wish farther attention of those who desire 


9 
r: E Я PARZINS & GOTTOS, 
Six pei vu | 
ко И тад ental, Nos. 24, 25, 27, and 28, * W. 
S . Vue P 
udes twenty sacred Songs for solo voices. о 
8 ASE 168, 6d, &1 1в., &. .. .. .. 8 
J. о. TEES Ios 885 
zo Eb cu TE MR gh а СП 
- А А R .. .. .. РА ао 8. 
v.... < ҒАН Кы Euge 
р ng th 8.5 - Se s 2 
_ — New Numbers just published STATIONERY CABINETS (fitted) 259, 42&, &o. .. — <  .. P IN @OTTO'S. 
3M.—SEVENTEEN SACRED Ша tte аты тй HARMONIUM, ENVELOPE-CASES and Б (а) кенда di Мм. PARKINS and GOT 354 
с керы e INKSTANDS (mounted), 8s. 6d., 13s. 6d., u Фе. .. «os o» PARKINS and GOTTO'S. 
4 She Hymn. |10. 0: бошо ard rest, уе weary. BOOKSLIDES, ба. 6d., 8s. 61., 12s. 6d., 21s., a e „ PARKINS and GOTTO’S 
3. When the Earth is Hushed to | 11. ронам 3 TEA-CAD DIES, 6s., 98. 6d., 18s. 6d., 24s. 64., Ke. та .. PARKINS and ООТТО'В. 
4.Go, When the morning | 13: But the Lord is min@fal of РУЖЕ Ladies or Gent pu e o PARKING аза GOTTO'S. 
СТУ ЧЕ a ЗРЯ GLOVE-B 10s. 6d., 13s. 6d., 183. 64., &c. PARKINS and GOTT 
B d T c MEME I CIA EE PAIRING оное 
i ` , || LI 
t s v Se tint tia С. г PAREINS and воно 
P W AND POPULAR COMIC SONGS. PURSES, POCKET-BOOKS, СА D-CASES: . ^» +» PARKINS and GOTTO'S. 
— NE | | В , 6s., 105. 6d, 155s., &. ..  ..  .. PARKINS and GOTTO’S. 
C rRNA uoo а TENES o sod o on 
inety-five. \ е using .. - ‚я 8. 
, ee e ee BOARDS. hat 
merriest gir] that's out. 52 T 8. 
ни VPP 
TS 7" GOTTO' 
3.—NINE CHRISTY v MINSTREL SONGS, _ m my | STAMP ALBUMS, the Latest and Best 1.  .. PARKINS and GOTTO'S. 
1. U-pi-deo (Howard Paul's Edir | & Mother. kissed FAMILY BIBLES, Every Size, 10, 6d., 14s. 61., 8 | .. .. PARKINS and GOTTO'S. 
tchman's Wee Dog. 7. Бау а kind word when you RAYER BOOKS, Bound in Morocco, Ivory, &с. .. ‘a .. PARKINS and GOLTO’S, 
3: Write me a letter from ‘silts wn ROH SERVICES, in Ivory, ќе. . „ PARKINS and GOTTO'S, 
5 Davemton howe А [1 Во у, dont ег me. THE 2s. PRIZE WRITING-CASE.—500,000s01d.. |)  .. PARKINS and GOITO'S, 
25.—TWELVE NATIONAL AND еі ка ее, 805068. PARKINS & GOTTO'S TEN SHOW-ROOMS, e 
Tom Bowling T. fe ie, ou He 24, 25, 27, and 28, OXFORD-STREET, London, W 
The Dewth of Nelson. plum و‎ 49, 21» " % 
Poor lack. rts 
B ‚ Strike Home! аза ee 
Stand to your gung. Rule, B 


Метагкк and Co., 37, Great Marlborough-street, — MES W. 


— —— ͤ u — 
0.8 POPULAR 
ито — * ie EOD INSTRUMENTS. | 


WHELPTONS SES 


* ру RIF Уу, ae Т танде de ok Gi five "et they have 


J к Eas M пена DRE En а 
Flageolet. est, Bowels, Liver, and 
French Flageolet. Kidneys ; and in all skin com: ar of 
English Concertina. ble Flageolet. ем — plaints are one 
Horn. oy Ки price 3 and 2s. 9d, 
(or Contra) Bass. each, Т WHELPTON and Sos, 3 


=. — w. 


„аза 00.8 PENNY PART. 
for | u Sora, 4 mm, Tenor, 


| CANTHARIDINE thicken, and tthe | J ~ 
һә ship. E M 3 Le. From DE J^ б. В. Willie, F-h iier is entirely 
Lass o! Brook Nm wheres re — der manufacture. and 16 equal in every 
— a | of the Men of Harlech. ERI can be invented.” J. Hooker F 
| lce Domum. LE T W: er tors special show ате exclu- 
ight Little Island. ^ — well ! but whenever you wel- | mankind. Ca rr orm Me rab ер e. e 4 sively devoted to the Juvenile Da 
о S — 
Believe me, if all those endear-“ — X prag hairs on the ES lty.” The ake GAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, LUDGATE-HILL. 
Воу.. of = o am < | el its all ғ 
Last Summer. ; or. : 
е ааа NESE at ын өм» SAMUEL BROTHERS. 
"Town s young dream. 
Flower of Dunblane. | Rich aud Rare. ANGDALE'S PRIZE HAIR DYE.—One 
' ee Qian Chemise: or, post tre, comer 3 Cx» 
MERE чай ВХ G. A. жастары M 
Drit Sent Y hey Gondolier, E Her “ Queen's — TT ede D; ity). é 
The meeting of the Waters. and Patent кіре fo оре ere (ne best келі. 
. _ Митарив and Co., 27, Great Marlborough-street, London, W. Pesan Gb a dealer, Н. Walker of the 8 
! мада пала gohe iney oj anê ea, he. | 


W | ^ 2 
OD ج‎ THE PRINOE OF WALES. | и F. THOMAS & сов 
еее. DOMESTIC SEWING ACHINES. 


. Overcoats, 108. ба, to 498. 


s. WONDERLAND QUADRILLE. ЖА. The new Single 50, Ludgate-hill 
E 71 Thread Machine, LONDON. 
ndon: Вовкат and Co., New Burlington-street. ofsuperiormake, 


р OUTHS' and GENTLEMEN' OTHIN 
Сногсек QUADRILLES for the for all kinds of| Y 'LEMEN’S CLOTHING 
Q able in the NEW BOOK ОҒ 
THE WIDE- VAR АЕ, Нот Household work. 8, con Forty. 
THE те Figures "y-séven 
TH OA Due By Hand, 558. which are adorned the Por- 
ГУ POLLY. Solo and bos: =. — ы 
қ ч pow 8 . deducted fn m а purchase. Pat- 


Registered 

Ditto ditto (by Hand or Foot), from £5 10s. 
SEWING-MACHINES (VERY LIGHT), 

For Dre * Tailors, and Shirt 


THE GREAT GLOBE” Duet, 4s. each, 
THE OSBORNE. Sip and Duet. qa, euch, 
Loman, THE HOLSET tole nes күл tach a 

о 
ton-street; blished only by R serr Cocks and Co., New Burling- 


» GAMUEL BROTHERS, 50, LUDGATE-HILL. 
May be had ev verywhere. 


CCC SECONDHAND A WATCHES, 
F. pacman CATALOGUES AND SAMPLES POST-FREE. AME — 7 а bd, et in condition, 
x Bu ORIGINAL PATENTEES (1846). ала - half the original — 
> prom ET Descri talogues sent gratis t- 
— BAND INSTRUMENTS, | — 1 and 2, CHEAPSIDE; Mae v — 
по ово гл remises, and ary all guaranteed, at prices similar | AND REGENT CIRCUS, OXFORD-STREET. WALES and MeCULLOOH, 
‘ e Le. London, Prices, with drawings, post-tree, | Easy terms when required, without increase of price. 22, Ludgate-hill; and 56, Cheapside, E. C. 


— — kk — — À— — ——— eee 


— 


— 
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SPECIAL ADVANTAGES—ONE MONTH’S FREE TRIAL ALLOWED. EASY TERMS OF PAYMENT 
FOR THOSE WHO NEED THEM, WITHOUT INTEREST. (See below.) 


WEIR'S 55. SEWING-MACHINE 


(REGISTERED TITLE), 


n 
7 


ARNG 
x ЧЕ 4! 2а | Y 
CATES SA 

VA * + 4 

AND ВУ ORDER TO 
HER MAJESTY'S COUNTY PRISONS, 
Broadmoor Lunatic Asylum, Royal Medical College, Epsom, The Foundling Hospital, Christ's Hospital, “Тһе Home,” 
Margaret-street, &c.; and numerous other Public Institutions and Schools. 


558. COMPLETE WITH ALL THE LATEST IMPROVEMENTS. 


WORKS BY HAND OR FOOT. 


THE ONLY SEWING-MACHINE really requiring no Personal Instruction. 


ECONOMICAL IN USE, RAPID AND EFFICIENT IN OPERATION, ELEGANT AND DURABLE IN CONSTRUCTION, and so exceed- 
ingly SIMPLE in MANAGEMENT, that no one, however unskilled, inexperienced, nervous, or feeble, cam fail to work it 
with real pleasure and entire success. 


For Reliability, Ease, Silence of Motion, Perfection and Elasticity of Stitch, and Real Worth 
it has no Equal. 
` 
After many years of unparalleled competition in the Seming- Machine Trade, this favourite continues to meet with an increasing demand in the English 
and Colonial Markets ; this fact, together with the numerous Testimonials daily received from all parts of the Globe, stamp it the “ Sewing- Machine of 
the Age," alike suited to the Boudoir of Royalty and the h umble room of the Seamstress. It is the cheapest and undoubtedly the most efficient Machine 
for every kind of family, household, dressmaking, and tailoring work, 
very Machine Guaranteed to work equal to Patterns, and Ladies are particularly requested to compare these samples with those of 
more expensive Machines. 


INFERIOR. IMITATIONS ARE NUMEROUS. 


Easy terms of payment for those who need them, without 
interest, viz :— 


308. to accompany order (Р.О, Orders payable at Chief Office): 
10s to be remitted at end of the first month, 


108. РА » second » 
6s. " ” third ” 
568. 


being the price of the Machine complete in deal packing- 
case. 


Should any Purchaser of “ WEIR’ S 558. Sewing-Machine”’ 
be dissatisficd with it within one month after purchase, the 
full amount will be returned, or a Machine by any other maker 
supplied, and the full amount of “ Weir's” allowed for. 


A Dressmaker can, with the greatest ense, earn from 35s. 
to 45s. per week with this Machine, the Machine being capable 
of making from 1500 to 2000 stitches per minute. 


Intending purchasers of Sewing-Machines should not be misled by representations made by Makers and Agents of 
high-priced Machines. It is to realise a larger profit that they prefer to recommend such. The extraordinary ® 


increasing sale of Weir's 55s. Machine "is the best proof of its usefulness. 


AGAINST IMITATIONS, &0.—Numerous worthless imitations of this well-tested and | тала 
eiie Зу ее are being made of inferior material and workmanship, and offered for sale in all JAS. G. WEIR, пате. 
тисл-айта а Trin” or 4 The Wei einde: ; ; 2. Carlisle-street, Soho-8q 
parts of the country and abroad as The Weir," or * The Weir Principle ; " none are genuine without the full Ат | 
Name and Address stamped into the Steel Work Plate through which the needle passes, thus :— | naon”: -Ipis 
Registered Trade Mark. one 


: uine Machine, see your account is made out for “One Weir's 55s. Sewing-Machine," and not 
To insure getting the gen poen d * Weir" Machine. 


W 
em, fell, seam, bind, tuck, quilt, gather, braid, and embroider equal to any £10 machine, and to $e 
1, from book-muslin, cambric, and silk, to the coarsest woollen fabric or leather. tions 

oti 


ine is thoroughly tested, and sent out threaded up ready for use, with full Printed and Illustrated ресе e 
for [cu eremo careful y око. and promptly dispatched to апу part of the World. Machines packed in Zine f 


India and the Colonies at а few hours’ notice. 
SECURE PACKING GUARANTEED. | 
The New Illustrated Prospectus and Coloured Sample Sheet, mounted with ne 
different specimens of work done by this Machine, together with 400 Testimonia 


from all parts of the world, post- free. ASH 


3 | 
All Communications to be addressed to the Office and Show-Ro6nis;' ж 
W. ; 


It is guaranteed toh 
on every kind of materia 


JAMES d. WEIR, 2, CARLISLE-ST.; SOHO-SQUARE, LONDON, 
r viene iot dcr ЭЧ... ШАД 


estre 1 


| street, in the Parish of Бі. Mary-le-Strand,in the County of Middlesex, by THOMAS Fox, 2, Catherin 


2. therine- 
London: Printed and Published at the Office, 2, Oa aforesaid.—SaTURDAY, DECEMBER 23, 1871. 
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Wake all music's magic pow'rs 
On this blissful morning ; 
Born to-day, the Child is ours, 
Theme of Prophet's warning ; 
Giant in the race He tow rs, 
Той and danger scorning. 
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А CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


Let this glorious holiday O how bright is this day made, 
Find such holy spendng, Day with radiance glowing, 
That the simple-heartei dm Which the Light of Light displayed, 
Joy without offending ; Light in darkness showing ; 
And sweet charity may stay, Chasing thus death,s gloomy shade, 
With our concourse blending. Brightness о’ге us throwign. 


PRESENTED GRATIS. 


Risen to-day in splendour bright, 
Shining to all ages, 
Beams the Sun, whose distant light 
Touch'd the Prophet’ pages ; 
Now, to end the reign of night, 
Christ His power engages. 
From Novello's * Christmas Carola," 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 
Wake all music's magic pow'rs Let thia glorious holiday O how bright is this day made, Risen to-day in splendour bright, 
On this blissful morning ; Find such holy -— Day with radiance glowing, Shining to all ages, 
Born to-day, the Child is ours, That the simple-heartei dm Which the Light of Light displayed, Beams the Sun, whose distant light 
Theme of Prophet's warning; Joy without offending ; Light in darkness showing ; Touch'd the Prophet’ pages ; ж 
Giant in the race Не tow rs, And sweet charity may stay, Chasing thus death,s gloomy shade, Now, to end the reign of night, * 
Toil and danger scorning. With our concourse blending. Brightness o're us throwign. n 


Y 
Christ His power engages. 4 
From Novello's * Christmas Carola," Қ 
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PRESENTED GRATIS. 
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